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one of which striking the house,* the people near it dispersed.    Some few scattering shots were fired at the inva-
* This house, which was made a temporary hospital after the retreat of the British, was situated on what was long known as the Hazard farm5 some years since the property of Judge John Q. Wilson, late of Fairfield county, Connecticut-, whose father attended the wounded, as surgeon, after the retreat of the British. It was in early youth, the residence of the Hon. James Kent, who has so worthily filled the highest judicial offices of the state. A man, who for his great talents, moral worth, and unsullied honor, is justly the pride, not only of his native state, but that of his adoption.
I am highly indebted to Judge Wilson for many details, and for a diagram of the battle fields, which enable me to correct the published accounts. In addition, he has kindly furnished me an anecdote of Judge Kent, which is worthy of commemoration, and which can not be better done, than by giving it in Judge Wilson's own language:
" His (the Chancellor's) early recollections rested on the farm, and its vicinity, and he often spoke of them, when visiting at our house. In 1832, during the cholera season, in company with Mrs. Kent, he came over from Stratford, where they were staying, to pay us a visit-, while sitting on the front piazza, with the beach in full view, among a variety of remembrances, he spoke of the landing of the British, and of the man being killed by a musket ball, fired from the lot bounded by the beach ; a distance of three-quarters of a mile; and he seemed surprised, when told that the post behind which the man lay, was still standing, with the bal hole in it, which was pointed out to him, across the creek.
u Well," said he, u now I will tell you of another incident, which you never heard of. (Great as he was in great affairs, he never lost in conversation, the arch simplicity, and cheerfulness of youth.) My mother sent me up stairs, in the old house, that then stood over yonder by the gate, for a gun, and bayonet, that was in the back room near the chimney. They built all the* chimneys in those days of stone, in the centre of the house. While I was in search of the gun, there came a cannon ball, from the direction of the beach, in at the south side of the house, between the windows of the second story ; it passed through the front room, and entered the chimney, directly opposite to the spot on which I stood. I believe my mother was the most frightened of the two, when she called me down, and we all retreated. I never applied for a pension for this, my revolutionary service; but I have heard the crash of a cannon ball, and the world, may be, is indebted to that old chimney for Kent's Commentaries."
This occurrence of the ball, had been told me by an old man named Disbrow, who was present at the time; but this was the first that I had